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It was not a snow-man that they made, but a
snow-lady. She was all complete, even to the
buttons down the front of her bodice, and the
bun at the back of her head, and the hat tilted over
her nose, and two pebbles for eyes. They laughed
a great deal over the making of her, while the sun
that Sebastian had seen climb up over the trees in
the morning sank slowly down into the trees on
the opposite side of the lawn, the same red ball
that it had been all day. Absolute stillness reigned,
the stillness which comes with a heavy fall of snow,
and which to Sebastian, the country-bred, seemed
expected and in the right order; but which Teresa,
the little Cockney, thought unnatural, and which,
she maintained, could only portend a storm.
Sebastian scoffed at her, but amiably, very differ-
ent from his sulky monosyllables of the morning.
"A storm! This snow, unless we get a sudden
thaw, will lie for days; to-morrow you will see the
whole village out, tobogganing in the park. Our
snow-lady will have an icicle dripping from the
end of her nose/* They worked on, putting the
finishing touches in the fading daylight, all three
of them in good humour, their shouts and their
laughter ringing over the snow and echoing back
from the walls of the house. Even the taciturn
John expanded; he displayed himself as quite a
competent sculptor, modelling the lady's bust and
paring away the snow at her waist, till Sebastian
cried out that if he made her any more like an
hour-glass she would snap in half; while Teresa
arranged the lady's train on the ground, and